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Dave's Birthday Wake Up Call 


Author's Notes: 
Short little story for Mr Grohl's Birthday. It's been sitting on my laptop for near 2years now in one form or 
another so | thought it was time it saw the light of day. 


Dave's Birthday Wake Up Call 


Dave woke up and stretched, groaning as his body seemed to protest as it creaked and cracked, right now he 
felt every day of his 5I years on this planet. He reached across the bed feeling for the body of his better half 


and frowned, peeling his eyes open he looked around, surprised he was alone. 


He glanced to their en-suite, the door was open and it was dark and silent. He lay for a while waiting to see if 
his man was going to re-appear. In their 20 odd year relationship, he could probably count on one hand the 
number of times his man had been up before him and Taylor had only arrived home yesterday afternoon 


after a |Zhour drive home from the last Chevy Gig of a short run. 


Hauling himself out of bed he saw it was 630am, around the time he normally woke up. Pulling on a pair of 
shorts he ambled through their home until he opened the door to their large open plan kitchen, diner, living 


room area. 


He really didn't know what to think at the site which met him. The ceiling of the lounge area was full of silver 
€ blue helium balloons with ribbon hanging from them, on each of them a little picture was attached, as he 
reached for the first one he saw it was a picture of him and Taylor on a beach together, he instantly 
recognized it as from their honeymoon, another was from the early years of their relationship when the band 
all travelled on one bus and their two heads poked out from behind a curtain laughing at the camera. Further 
into the room he saw there was a huge pile of presents but that didn't hold his attention, that was quickly 
taken by the vision of his Kitchen. 


In the kitchen, or what was formerly the kitchen, was a scene of utter devastation. Every surface, including 
the floor seemed to have piles of dirty pots and half spilled ingredients, most cupboards looked like they'd 
thrown up and in the middle of the room he could see the cause of all this was stood, naked aside from an 
apron. Although as Dave approached him, he wasn't sure why he'd bothered putting it on. Taylor appeared to 
have some jam on his back, something green was in his hair making it stick out more than normal and as he 
turned around Dave noticed he appeared to have butter on his forehead, flour on his cheek and a general air 


of confusion about his person. 


"Morning," Dave said, visibly startling his lover, making him drop the bowl in his hands, causing more mess on 


the floor. 

"Fuck, man, don't fucking do that, you scared the shit outta me," the blond gasped. 

Dave didn't speak immediately, but moved over and wrapped one arm around his man's back, with his free hand 
he picked off a piece of butter, wiped his cheek of flour and bent down kissing his lips, "Just woke up in the 


middle of the night and decided to destroy our kitchen bud?" 


"Oh D, you're not supposed to be awake yet, | was making you breakfast..well, trying to," Taylor smiled softly, 
looking around himself as if realizing for the first time the mess he'd made. 


"Missed you in bed,’ 
‘Oh and hey, happy birthday," Taylor beamed 


"Thanks," Dave smiled, kissing his man again, loving the so familiar feel of the strong arms around his back, "So, 


what are you doing?"y 


"Well, l'm trying to make you a special breakfast, like with all your favourites, a fry up, but also muffins, 
pancakes, waffles, fruit salad." 


"Can you do all that?" Dave asked 


"Apparently not," Taylor giggled and Dave knew he could never love anyone like he loved this man, 
"If | take you back to bed, is anything going to spoil?" 


"Well, not that | haven't already ruined," Taylor smiled with a casual shrug before moving towards the door, 


tugging his mans hand. 

"Hawkins, is the grill on?" Dave frowned, a burning smell coming from their oven 

"Huh, no, oh, | think the oven is?" the blond said, making his way over, but Dave beat him there, pulling open 
the door he moved back as steam filled the kitchen and the brunette reached in and rescued a tray of 


something black which looked close to fire 


"Oh...that doesn't look like the picture," Taylor frowned, but with a smile close to his lips, "I sort of forgot 
about them | think," 


"What were they supposed to be?" Dave asked amused. 
"Blueberry muffins, but they are the recipe from the cafe down the valley you like, near 606," 
"How did you get their recipe?" 


"flirted with the manager, she was happy to hand it over, especially when she found out it was for you, | think 
she has a soft spot for you," 


"And grilling them was part of it was it," Dave asked, poking at one of the burnt muffins, causing it to collapse 
on itself making them both laugh. 


"Look, I'm not good with the cooker, you know this," Taylor exclaimed, "You had to get something like a bloody 


space ship..anyway, you're not with me for my cooking skills," 

"That's true, and bloody lucky for you," Dave teased. 

"Come with me, let me show you what | am good at," Taylor grinned, pulling off his apron and dropping it to 
the floor before tugging the brunette's hand, half noticing him looking back at the devastation in the kitchen, 


"Don't worry, I'll clean it up," 


"No you won't, well, not properly anyway," Dave replied, but reached forward and picked the blond up, groaning 
at his weight, "Really not as waif like as I'd have hoped," 


The blond laughed, "Put me down you big ape," 


"Nope..." Dave said walking down the corridor, before taking a step upstairs where he paused to take a big 
steadying breath. 


Taylor was just about to utter a warning about dropping him when he was promptly dropped on his arse as 
Dave slid over on some butter which had somehow made it to the bottom step. 


"Come on," Taylor laughed, untangling himself and pulling himself back to his feet before hauling his husband 
upstairs. Reaching their bedroom, he pushed the brunette onto their large bed and stood smugly looking down 


at the handsome brunette, "Now, while | may need some work in the kitchen, this area, | know what I'm doing, 


"You're telling me," the brunette grinned looking up at the grinning blond in front of him. 


RRR 


Next time Dave woke up the sun was a lot higher in the sky, flooding their large bedroom. His blond was 
wrapped up in his arms, just where he should be, the brunette leant forward and kissed the strong tanned 


shoulder in front of him. 


Nothing made the brunette happier than to wake up with the blond in his arms. They tried hard to limit their 


time apart, but due to the nature of their jobs sometimes it was inevitable they were apart. 


When they were on tour with the band, they didn't always ride on the same bus, most of the time Taylor 
would go with Nate and Dave with Pat and Shifty, from early on they hadn't wanted their relationship to 
affect the band. They thought that by being on separate buses it would ensure they didn't close themselves 
off to the others, the others thought having them on separate buses kept their hyperactive band-mates 


slightly calmer and less likely to drive each other and everyone else insane in the confined space. 


Recently Taylor had been out on the road for a couple of Chevy gigs, Dave hadn't tagged along having a few 
bits to wrap up at the studio and also knowing playing apart and with other people was important for them 
both, it didn't mean he hadn't missed the blond like crazy, especially as it was in the lead up to his birthday. 


Taylor hadn't told him, but having spoken to Wiley, Dave found out that instead of hanging out and flying back 
with them the following day, his husband had volunteered to drive the van and kit back just so he'd definitely 


arrive home yesterday afternoon, but after a l2hour drive his man had arrived exhausted. 


The brunette pressed his lips to Taylor's shoulder again, before tucking his head over it and tightening his 
arms around the other man's waist. 


"D.seriously, let go of me, l'm boiling," Taylor mumbled, his voice full of sleep. 


"Sorry," Dave said, relaxing his hold and watching as the other man spun around to face him, but not 


extracting himself from his now loose embrace. 


"Hi," Taylor smiled, his hand slipping from under the sheets and familiar calloused fingers pushed Dave's hair 
from his face 


"Hi," Dave replied, "Did you sleep at all? You were shattered last night, what on earth did you get up so early 
for?" 


Its your birthday, | wanted to do something special for you, | thought it would be nice if you woke up and 
weren't on your own for hours when | slept and we could have a nice breakfast and hang for a bit," Taylor 


explained, "I really did make some nice stuff," 


"And all that was just for the two of us?" Dave asked, watching fascinated as a range of emotions drifted 


across his man's face. 


"Oh fuck, what time is it?" he asked reaching across for Dave's phone, "Shit, shit, shit," just then the swearing 
was punctuated by the doorbell, "fuck," 


"Whose at the door T?" Dave couldn't help but laugh as the blond vaulted out of bed. 

"Everyone, it was a surprise," 

"Well, you've nailed that, it would explain the balloons, who?" 

"Your mum, sister, her family, the band, few others..we're having brunch, that's what all the food was for - 
firstly you and me have a little bit of time for us, then everyone was coming over..but that's now," the blond 


explained as he headed out the door, "Come on D, get up," 


He waited a couple of seconds, then when it was clear his blond wasn't coming back Dave called him, "Oh 


Taylor," 

"What?" the other man asked sticking his head back around the bedroom door. 

"While | think you are utterly perfect in all ways, obviously apart from organisation and cooking..." 
"Seriously dude, what?" 

"Put some clothes on, | don't need my mother seeing you like that," 


"Oh yeah," he laughed, accepting the shorts thrown at his head and pulled them on, "Seriously dude, come on, 
you've got to help me," 


Pulling on his own shorts Dave rolled his eyes and grabbed a couple of t-shirts for them both, why did Taylor 
always get them into situations like this. 


RRR 


He reached downstairs and everyone was calling to him, their arms laden with gifts and food, his insistence he 


didnt need any presents seemingly had fallen on deaf ears. 

Taylor directed everyone outside to the decking, which joined their kitchen area 
Um T," Nate paused, looking around deciding something had to be said 

"Yeah?" the blond asked forcing himself not to look at the kitchen 

"What the hell happened?" 


"Oh, |, er.l tried to cook," the blond said before catching Dave's eye and the pair of them dissolved into 
laughter. 


As their attention was drawn everyone looked at the state of the kitchen and made comment, Dave didn't want 


his lover to take all the flack, "Don't guys, he tried his best” 

"Why have you all brought food, | said Id do brunch," Taylor said disappointed 
"Hows that going T?" Pat asked surveying the scene of devastation 

"Some of it's okay," 

"Im sure it's all lovely," Dave assured 


Taylor looked at his husband from across the room with a large grin, "You're sweet, but deluded, even | don't 
think this is going to be good, but, lets get this show on the road, all the food you guys brought, I've set the 
table up outside, pop it on there then take a seat, I'll get the coffees on, Nate give us a hand," 


"Sure bud," the bassist smiled and soon everyone worked together, setting up a table Dave could see Taylor 
had started to prepare, he'd put a couple of their garden tables together and moved all the chairs around it. 
He'd put on a table cloth and piled up plates, napkins and cutlery. Taylor had even gone to the effort of adding 


a vase with flowers onto the table. 


As all the food started to be laid out and conversation buzzed around the large happy group, Dave looked up 
and saw Taylor in the kitchen. He loved his husband so completely, he'd got home late afternoon exhausted and 
then clearly spent most of the night planning this surprise for his birthday. The blond always had this stupid 
thing that his mum didn't think Taylor was good enough for Dave so whenever she came over the blond 
seemed to pull out all the stops, making sure the house was tidy, that they had ‘proper’ food and he tried 


really hard never to swear in front of his mother. 


Dave had told him countless times not to worry, his mother adored Taylor, she thought he was wonderful and 


knew her son couldn't find a more perfect match. 

As everyone sat down, catching up and chatting, the kids were playing and Nate was pouring out coffee Dave 
slid back into the kitchen, sidling up behind Taylor and wrapping his arms around this waist and kissing his neck, 
"Did you sleep at all last night?" 

"Huh?" 


"You did so much and you must have been exhausted," 


"D, you're my man, it's my job to do special things for you. know you've got your party this weekend, but 


well.it's important to me and everyone wanted to come and see you too," 


"I love you so much, the fact you tried, the fact you did everything you could..it makes me love you just so 


much," 

Turning around in Dave's arms, the blond curled his arms around his man's neck, "I've missed you while I've 
been away, | know | moan, but turns out | fucking hate sleeping without you, | miss seeing your ugly face when 
| wake up, | miss your stinky breath and sweaty body...” 

"By the way your making me sound a real catch," Dave laughed 

"Whatever," Taylor shrugged, "Now, come on, everyone is here to see you," 

"T.what are all the balloons about?" 

"There's 5I, but don't count them," 

"How many are there?" 

"Like 46 | think? | burst a couple by accident," 

"And the pictures?" 

"There's one from every year you've been alive, you can have a look later," Taylor shrugged, "I thought the 
balloons could stay around the house all week, it'll prolong your birthday and you know you're just a big child 
who wants attention," 


"You're seriously filling me with self-confidence this morning," Dave laughed 


"Sorry, now go see your adoring family and friends who'll all say nice shit about you because, you know, they 


all love you," 


"And what are you going to do?" 
‘Breakfast rolls - Sausages and Bacon and Eggs, surely | can't fuck that up too much," 
"Call me if a fire breaks out," 


"Yes Grohl,” Taylor smiled pushing his partner towards to the patio and their friends, then when his man was 


nearly outside he called over to him, "Ci," 
"You yelled?" Dave asked, 
"| love you too, Birthday Boy," 


"I know, I'm very loveable," the brunette laughed winking at his husband and moving back to the decking to 
enjoy his birthday with all his favourite people. 


The End 


